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Brab. Why , wherefore aske you this? 
lag , Zounds fir you are robd , for fhame put on your gowue, 
Your heart is burft,you hauc loft halfe your foule ; 

Euen now, very now, an old black : Ram 
Is cupping your white Ewe; anfe,arife. 

Awake the fnorting Citizens with the Bell, 

Or elfe theDiuell will make a Gran dike of you,arife I fay. 

Brab. What, hauc you left your wits ? 

Rad. Moft reuerend Scignior.doe you know my voyce? 

Bra. Not I,what are you? 

Rod. My name is Roderigo. 

Bra. The worfe welcome, 

I haue charg’ d thee, not to haunt about my dores. 

In honeft plaineneffe.thouhaft heard me fay 
My daughter is not for thee, and now in madnes. 

Being full of fupper,and diftempering draughts, 

Vpon malicious brauery,doft thou come 
Toftart my quiet? 

Red. Sir,fir,fir. 

Bra. But thoumnft ncedes be fure 
My fpirit and my place haue in them power. 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience good fir. 

Bra. What, tcli ft thou me of robbing? this is Venice, 

My houfe is not a graunge. 

Rod. Moft graue Brabantio, 

In firnple and pure foule I come to you. 

lag. Zouns Sir,you are one of thofe, that will not ferue G od, if 
the Deuill bid you. Bccaufewecomc to doe you ftruice,you thinker 
wc are Ruffians, youle haue your daughter couered with a Barbary 
horfe ; youle haue yourNephewes ney to you;youle haueCourfers 
for Coufens,and Iennits for lermans. •» 

Bra. What prophane wretch art thou ? 
lag. I am one fir, that come to tell you, your daughter, and the 
Moote,arenQW making the Beall with two backs. 

Bra. Tiiou art a villaine. 
lag . You are a Senator. 
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Bra. This thou {halt ahfwer,I know thee Roderigo. 

Rod. Sir,I will anfwer any thing : But I befecch you } 

If {be be in her chamber, or'your houfej 
Let loofc on me the Iuftice ©f the Rate, : ; * ir; *< o:n 
For this delufion. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, Ho i : 

Giuc me a taper,call vp all my people : 

This accident isnotvnlike mydreame,. 

Beleefe of it opprefl’es me already : 

Light I fay,light. - !f ■ ■/: ' ' • 

lag. Farewell, for I muftleaue you, ^ t ■ 

It feemes not mcece, nor wholefome to my pate r 
To be produc’d, as if! ftay I. {ball 
Againft the Moore, for I doe know the flate. 

Now euer this may gaule him with fonae chccke. 

Cannot with fafety call him, For hec’s imbark’d, 

With fuch loud re»fon,to the Gipres warres. 

Which cuen now ftitnds in a6I,that tor their fouler, 

Another of his fathome, they haue not 
Toleadc their bufineflc,in which regard, 

Tho I doe hate him, as I doe hells paines. 

Yet for neceffity ofprefent life , 

I mud fhew out a fl ig,and figne ofloue, 

Which is indeed but figne, that you fhall furely 
Finde him : lead to the Sagittar.the railed feardi. 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 

Exit. 

Eater Barbantio in his night gome ^nd ferttmt — - • 
with Torches. 

Bra. It is too rue an euill,gone {be is, . 

And what’s to come,of my delpifed time. 

Is nought but bitternefle now Roderigo , 

Where didft thou fee her; O vnhappy girle. 

With the Moore faift thou ? who Would be a father ? 

How didft thou know twas flic ? O thou deceiueft me 
Paft thought : whatfaid fhe to you? get more tapers, 
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